fHTHJEJS/ 



The Hiflorie of 

And conics not in, ouer-rulde by Prophecies, 

I feate thepower of Percy is too weake, 

To wage an inftant try all with the King. 

Sir M. Why, my good Lord, you Beed not fearc. 

There is Dmglaas , and Lord c Mortimer, 

Arch. NofJl'tortimer is not there. 

Sir M. But there is Mordake, Vernon ,] Lord Harry Percy, 

And there is my Lord of Worcefier , and a head 

Of gallant Warriours, noble Gentlemen. 

Arch. And fo there is, but yet the Kinghath drawnc 
The fpeciall head of all. the land togcather; 

The Trine f of Wales, Lord Iohnof Lancafter, 

The noble Weftmerland, and warlike Blunt i 

And many mo Coriuales,anddcare*nen 

Of eftiraation,and command in armes. . 

Sir M. Doubt not my Lord,heiliall be well oppose. 

Arch. 1 hope no lefle? yet, needful! t’is to fearc, 

And to preusnt the worft,AVr AfichellJpcca ; 

For if Lord Percy thriuenot ere the King 
Difmifte his power, he meanes to viftt vs, 

For he hath heard of our confederacy, •. 

And, tis but wifedome to make ftrong againlt him : 

Tferdoremakehalle.Imuftgocwriteagaine 

To other friendes, and fo farewell, Sir Michele. f eu ff • 

Enter the King,Prmce of Wales, Lord I ohn of Laaic after, Earle of 
Wefimerland, Sir Walter Blunt .andFalfialfe. 

Kin*. How bloodily the Sunne begins to pecre, 

Aboueyon buskic hill, the day Icokes pale 
At his diftemperature. 

Trince. The Sou theme winde 
Doth play the trumpefto his purpotes., 

And by hollow whiffling in the leaues, 

Foretelsa TcnipetUndablufleringday. 

King;. Then with the lofers letit fimpatruze, 

For nothing can feemefou’e to thofetnat winne. 

"The Trumpet joundes » Jitter Wrrcejier. 

Kin*. How now niv Lord oiWorcefter? tis not well, 

That you and l iLould meet vpon fuch tearmes, ; ^ 


/ ‘ 


Henric the fourth. 

As now wemeetc. Youhaucdeceiude outtruft. 

And made vs doffc o'fif cafic Robes of Peace, 

Tocrudi our old limsin vngentlc Steele : 

This is not well, my Lord, this is not well. 

What fay yoii to it ? will you againe vnknit 
This chmlifh knot of all abhorred Warre? 

And m one in that obedient orbe againe, 

Where you did giuea fairc and naturall light. 

And be no more an exhal’d Meteor, 

A prodigie offeare,and a portent 
Of broched nsifehiefe to the vnborne times’ 

Wor. Hcare mee, my Liege : 

For mine ownepart,! could be well content 
To entertains the lag-end ofmv life 
With quiet hotites : For I proteft, 

Xhaue not fought the day of this diflike. 

King. Youhaue not fought it : how comes it then? 
Valf. Rebellion lay in his way,and he found it. 
Prin. Peace, Chewet peace. 

Wor. 1 1 pleafdc your Maieft y to turne your iookes 
Offauour/rom my fclfc,and all our Houfe; 

And y et I muft remember you my Lord : 

Wee were thefirftand deareft of your friendes. 

For you, ray Staffs of office did I breake. 

In Richards t ime,and polled day and night, 

To meete yon-on the -way, and kille your hand, 
When yet you were inplace,and in account 
Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate as 1 5 
It was rny felfe,my Brother, and his Sonne, 

That brought you home, and boldly did out-date 

The danger of the time. You fvvore to vs, 

And youdid fwcare that Oath ziHancafter, 

That you did nothing ofpurpofe gainll the ftate 
Nor clairne no further; then your new falne right, 
The feate of(?rf»»lyDukcd©me of Lancafler, 

To this.wc fwcarc our ayde : but in fhort fpace 
Itraind downe Fortune fhowringon your nead. 
And fuch a floudofGreatnefte fell on you. 







